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27-34 MS 6750/G

it’s amazing
what you’ve

been able to
teach these

monkeys, debby.

Yes,
beamish, they
are smart.

but they
just
don’t

under-
stand-

mainte-
nance—

monkeys
imitate,

they
don’t

initiate.

ATTENTion!
this is your
commander.

our sensors
have picked
up a space-

time rip!

In a far and
distant galaxy,
the spaceship
u.s.s. ranger
orbits a newly
discovered
alien planet…

Inside the ship… I don’t know if—
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beamish… get
closer to that

planet’s surface.
that’s where the

energy is
coming from.

roger,
sir…

I’m…
being

pulled
down!

I’ve
lost
con-
trol!

I’ll bet
some idiot

didn’t lubri-
cate ‘em.

their saddle
straps are
breaking.

{oops} my laces
are untied.

should’ve done some
pm on my boots!

look…
they caught
a new one.

apes!
…on horse-

back!?

th-they don’t look
friendly. I better

make tracks!
minutes later
a small probe
craft leaves
the u.s.s.
ranger…

as beamish
crawls from
his disabled
vessel…

uh,
oh.

m-my
gyro’s didn’t

respond.

looks like they
don’t do good pm
on their equipment.

those apes
have put me
in a cell…

like a caged
animal.

and…
I've got

company!
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…you’ve got to
be kidding! a

planet ruled by
apes? they

don’t even have
firearms…

but they’re
strong…

and swords
and spears

can do
plenty of
damage.

they’re not
very smart.
look at this

place!

what
happened!?

our
people
say…
for-
ever.

maybe
it still
works?

hello… anyone who’s
listening… this is

commander rowden of
the u.s.s. ranger. our
filters were clogged
and our computers

failed.

evidently,
no one

changed
them.

we’re in a freefall…
heading for an alien

planet below. someone
should’ve done pm on

our equipment.

that’s the
end of the
message.
what now?

we have to
get ready…
the apes
will come
after us.

wait!
looks

like guns
here.
maybe

they’ll be
usable.

I wonder
how long
it’s been
here!?

the ceiling’s
falling… bars
rusting… door

splitting…

I’ll bet the
hinges have
never been

oiled…

…practically
falling apart…

…oops!

we’re
out. but
they’ll
find us. 

we’ve
got to
get out
of the
city.

even the
apes stay

away.

oh, no!
that’s

my ship!

after hours
of running in
shadows…

at beamish’s insistence, the
group enters the ship…

it’s a
strange

place.

look…
a video

console!
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they’re rusty… but
a little oil and some
elbow grease can

work wonders.

will
they

work?

we’ll
soon find

out—

ready…
aim…

…fire!
keep

firing!

we did
it! they’re
running
away!

I’ve
got

these
gyros

working
again,

Beamish!

like you
said, a little
oil and some

elbow
grease
did it.

thanks to all
of you… maybe
I can get back

home now.

there
he goes.
hope he
makes it.

you’ve saved
our lives,
beamish.

maybe these
weapons can
help you take
back your

lives.

just
remember

to keep them
in good

condition.

here
come the

apes!

some time
later…

the shots
startle them.
they’re jump-
ing off their

horses.

looks like
they’ve never
seen a gun

before!

rotten
reins and
shoddy
stirrups

help, too.
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that’s
earth
down
there.

gee… it’ll be
good to get
back home.

a few
more

seconds
and I’ll
be down.

I told you
to check the

truck’s coolant
and tires!

I have to
get ready
for inspec-
tion. can’t

maintenance
wait?

looks like
nothing’s
changed

since I left…
except…

the
world’s

been taken
over by
apes!?!

attention to
maintenance

will keep this
out of your

future!

as beamish
emerges
from his
craft…

Many miles later…

there’s
a place
to land!


